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threatening. Laughton engaged a rickshaw, but the people frighten-
ed the rickshaw boy out of his life, and he took to his heels. As Gandhi
and Laughton went ahead, the crowd continued to swell, until it
became impossible to proceed further. In the confusion and hustling,
Laughton was torn away, and stones, fish and rotten eggs began to
fall around Gandhi. Some one snatched away his turban, whilst
others began to batter and kick him. He fainted and caught hold
of the front railings of a house, and stood there to get his breath.
But they came upon him boxing and battering.
The wife of the police superintendent who knew Gandhi happened
to be passing by. She opened her parasol and stood between the
crowd and Gandhi. This checked the fury of the mob. Meanwhile an
Indian boy had run for the police, shouting that the crowd was
killing Gandhi, and at the critical moment some constables appeared.
The police superintendent offered an asylum in the police station to
Gandhi,  but he gratefully declined the offer.  "They are sure to
quieten down when they realize their mistake," he said. "I have
trust in their sense of fairness." Escorted by the police he arrived
without further harm at Rustomji's place. Gandhi had bruises all over
and he was being attended to by the ship's doctor who happened to
be there. Gandhi's friends and family were anxiously looking at him.
The night was approaching. The whites surrounded the house.
"We must have Gandhi," yelled the crowd. The police superintend-
ent sent Gandhi a message: "If you would save your friend's home
and property and also your family, you should escape from the home
in disguise,  as I  suggest."  As suggested  by the  superintendent,
Gandhi put on the uniform of an Indian constable and wore on his
head a deep, metal basin hidden under a turban. Two detectives
accompanied him, one of them disguised as an Indian merchant, his
face painted to resemble that of an Indian. They reached a neigh-
bouring shop by a by-lane and made their way through the gunny
bags piled in the godown, jumped fences and reached the same police
station where Gandhi was offered refuge a short time earlier. Mean-
while the police superintendent kept the crowd amused by singing
the tune, "Hang old Gandhi on the sour apple tree!" When the news
of his escape was broken the crowd dispersed in a mixed mood of
anger and laughter.
Mr. Joseph Chamberlain, the Secretary of State for the Colonies,
cabled asking the Natal Government to prosecute Gandhi's assailants.

